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V SELECT STORY.

A Haunted House Down F.ust.

A correspondent of the Portland Tress
writing from IScarboru', Me., furnished
the following account uf a haunted
bouse in that town: "The bouse is sit-
uated on a smull farm about two and a
hall miles fr..ui Ilunsion Corner, in the
vicinitv of Beech Kidge. It wasoaned
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TBE OLD CLOCK'S SECRBT.
IXoa 4a!f niarrv Godfrey Marsh,

Ml rc'a, Mrs. Stanhona mid. setting her
Jth together, in that grim" fash ion of
h"", which told that her mind wan full
rade np. "He in rich. He can rive you

home second te none in all the country
ud. He can give you position and io- -'

Alienee." .

, "1 don't want a home, it I have gc to
Marry for that, and nothing elae,"

Marcia, bitterly. "I don't "care
4

for all the position and influence God-,fre- y

Marsh ctn Rive me, if I have got to
accept him with them. I Late him. If
I married him I would not live with him

FESSS SIXTY I'FET HIGH.

An American Lady at the Gold
Fields of Australia.

Cormnondeor of ths Chicago Tributw
We are some ways from the township,

a we prefer to le near our our mills, and
away from the people that are herded
about the station. Onr tent is in the
valley, and jnst at the foot of a hill,
which at this moment is a thing of beau-

ty. The Eucalvptns you call it fever
tree and the Shea oaks are in full fol-

iage, and their liy greenness contrasts
charmingly with the carpet they shadow,
for the whole hillside is a mas of pink,
and whito, and purple heather-bloom- s

Thi heath i somewhat ranker and
more luxuriant than the Scottish heath-

er, and when in full bloom, aa now, it i
wonderfully beautiful. At a little dis-

tance the effect is exquisite.
The other day I wss much interested

in Dr. Kenworthy's herbarium, which
he brought to show me specimens of na-

tive flora he gathered aawy up in the
interior, near the desert district. He
found a forest of ferns, many of which
were over 60 feet high! He gave me
several fine fmuds, which are valuable

Vt-rA- r

year."
' "You are a foolish girl," her mother
answered, sternly. " A very foolish girl
There isn't another girl in Hilhury that
wouldn't jump at the chance yon have.
And I don't helieve you will let it Blip

mil of Tour hands when rim think it
over am a sensible girl should."

"I hnll never change my mind," an-

swered .Marcia, with aomething of her
mother's grim determination in her
viice. "Never."

"You are thinking of Dick Gresham.
of course," sneered Mm. Stanhope. "He
i a much more desirable fellow than
Godfrey Marsh, I suppose. I infer thai
you would not hesitate to accept lhe"

position and influence he could givejou,
aa Mr. Graham."

"I have sever Raid anything of the
ind," answered Marcia, with a rising

flush. "He ha never askeu me to my
anything. of the kind, and I cer?:iinly
hall wait fill I am asked. Df:k' Gres-har- a

U an honest, respectable man, .and
the peer of Godfrey Marsh if every way.
Godfrey. Marsh's money I count out of

Whe question entirely.
"1 understand how the cane stands,'

Jaid Mr. Stanhope, sternly. "I have
you beforehand I repeat it again,I.told me fully

ji-Pi'-n'n,- T consent.ahall you marry
jickGreshani. I don't believe he caret

half ai much for you aa yon do for hie.
If he does, he doesn't show, it aa moat
men are apt to do, and you will aave a
good deal of gossip if you keep your
fancy for him a little more to yourself.
People are not blind."

And then Mrs. Stanhope went oat and
i(rcia sat and thought. Those last words
oi'lier mother' might hold a good deal

truth ia them. She, had sometimr.
ondered if Dick Gresham did care for
r aa aha acknowledged to herself that

cared for him? He was not like most

En. It was not in his nature to be
Perhaps he waa waiting

o be sure of hie awn heart and of her
--gard for him. She had been with him
good deal. She had wondered more

i 'U once if he loved her. If heJid,
I In had never told her so. She believed

- L . i:a ,
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There wasnhs rattle of carriage wheels
at the gatel She looked out with a
frown gathering on her face. She knew
who was there, well enough.

"Is Marcia at home?" she heard God- -

frey Marsh ask her rnntUerT If she ispi
should like to take her out for a drive
this afternoon."

"Yes," she heard her mother reply.
"She'll be delighted to go. I'll call her."

"I won't go." she thought, hnrriedly,
with a little angry gesture. Then she
thought bettor of that decision. It would
oflend her mother if she refused, and
their life was not a very harmonious one

late. ' KkA- perhaps Dick ..Gresham
might see them, and conclude to speak

ud occupied some ten years ago uy an
liv the nsme of John Fiimrd,

ho itied and was buried upon the pluce.
The farm was then sold to pay unlawful
leuiMii.ls bled against Hie arm. Ut
tiring the farm wa brought by a man

t.y the name of Johnson, who, with hi
wife and hi wife's father, have lived
iiMin it until within a few day. Tha
lutement that all three make is mat

from the time they moved upon th
place until they left, there was not a
night but mysterious sounds and light
were seen or heard in some part of the
house. Sometime crossed bund upon
he wall, surrounded by a circle of light

would apjiear. Then this would disap-
pear, anil doors would commence to open
and shut and latches rattle. Then ll.. re
would be sounds like water boiling over
upon a stove, and then tins would stop,
and whisperings in diflerent part of the
house would be audible. 1 hen the stove
would shake and the stove covers would
rattle, and figure of a person of full
size, dressed in white, in tun igni,
without eye or nose, would travel about
he room. Dome n ignis 11 womn appear
uat as soon as th family retired, and
hev wonld get up and sit up all night,

and the sight and sounds would contin
ue sll night. Even in the daytime they
would sppear. Mrs. Johnson was at
work one dav in the kitchen, when all at
once something passed the window. At
he same time the dog growled, and

started out of doors and commenced to
snuff the air and bark. She started nut
nf doors and went all around tbe house,
but could not hear nor see anything.

Kej arkable Fruit Trees.

The Grass Valley (Oil.) Union snys:
"We have read frequently of late about
fruit trees in this pnrt ol the that
have borne the second crop. Benjamin
larlnr, who has a tine orchard in the '

west end of town, has some trees that can
lieat all those second crop trees, lie has
a Bartlett pear tree that ripened the first
crop this year, and that first crop has
heen gathered and eaten, the second
crop is ripe and ready lo lie gathered;
the third crop is almost ripe; the fourth
crop of pears is but little smaller than
the thinl; the huh Is getting finely; and
the sixth and seventh crops show their
n giilar gradations of size in fruit: while
he tree is blooming for the eighth crop.

We have in our office a bough from the
tree which shows distinctly the eight
crop, excepting, ol course, the first.
Mr. Taylor ha. also an spple tree which
'ins done something this year in lhe wny
if bearing crop.. A small twig in our
nossession shows s hue ripe spple.
my number of small apples shout one- -
hird grown and a nnmler of bloom for
third crop. But li c pear tree beats sny-bin- g

we have seen in the way of prolific
earing "

Rich Without Money.

Many a man is rich without money.
Thousands of msn with nothing in their
pockets, snd thousands without even a
pocket, sre-- rich. A man born with a
g.iod sound constitution, a good atom- -

ich, a good heart, snd good limbs, fend

a pretty good head-piec- e, is rich. Good
hones are better than gold; tongh mus
cle than silver; and nerve that flush
and fire and carry energy lo every func-

tion are better than houses and land. It
is better than a landed estate lo have
lhe right kind of a father and mother.
Good breeds and bad breeds exist
among men as really as among herds snd
horses. Education nmy do much lo
check evil tendencies or lo develop
good ones; but it is a great thing to in
herit the right proportion nf faculties to
start with. The roan is rich who has a
good disposition who is naturally kind,
pstient, cheerful, hopeful, and who haa

laavbrof-rSrahdnru- T. composi
tion.

Colonel Forney writes in his London
notes that an Englishwoman thinks
nothing of a twenty-uii- l walk in a day
and I have two valued, and by no mean
juvenile friends, a gentleman and hia

ife, who think lightly of going on foot
to the Crystal Palace, Sydenham; which
is more than twenty mites away. In a
word, 'h English love their walk as
they do their dinner. It isa part of their
life, snd they can not and will not do

ithoul it. I once heard of an English
man who was condemned lo be hung
and whose greatest regret during hi im
prisonment waa that ha could not take
his 'constitutional.' That habitof walk-

ing makes most English men and women
indifferent to what we call comfortable
fires, and as to stoves, they consider them
unheal. hy, and they are rarely lound in
their homes. They laugh at us when we

ask for extra blankets, and shrug their
shoulders, evidently thinking lis some-

what effeminate, to complain of a dull,
the existence of which their stronger
constitutions and weather-wor- n skinsenn
not recoguize."

Seeds Germinating in Ire.
Highly interesting results bearing up

on lhe germination of seeds have recent-

ly been develoied hy certain experi-

ments conducted by M. Uloth. Goove
were cut in a cake of ice. into which
seeds of various species were placed snd
then covered over by plate 0 ice. The
whole was then removed to a cool cellar
and allowed to remain from January un

til the May following. At this lira" it
was found on examination that many of
the feed had sperm ted and penetrated
the ice with their roots. It is the opin-

ion of M. Uloth that the heat needed for
the process of growth wa generated by
lhe seed themselves in the prog res of
their devulopmenl, and that this heal
wa sufficient to melt th ice about th
root and permit them to extend their
axes. The subject has given rise to
much controversy snd opposing theories.

Franklin's Printing Press.

John B. Murray, of New York, re-

cently presented to the Commissioner of
Patents a claim of owneiahip of the
original Benjamin Franklin printing
press, which has for many years been in
possession of the Patent Office. A fter
full examination of the documentary
evidence submitted, it ia found that Mr.
Murray' claim i perfectly good, and
the p'e will now be held subject to bis
order. It appear that Harold A Son,
of London England, presented the press
to Mr. Murray inTStl; that b brounlit
it to this country in 1812, kepi it in
New York several yrara, and then de-

posited it for g in the Nation-
al Institute In Washington City. When

this institution, soon afterwards, ceased
i.t ih iirwaa waa removed lo the
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Geographical Discoveries.

At the rate geographical discoveries
have been made within the last lew
years, the next generation, or perhaps
the next century, will have very little,
perhaps nothing, left to accomplish.
Livingstone, Baker, Stanley, Grant,
Speke and others have exploded the
course and the sources of the Nile, and
a very large area at the centre of Africa;
and now Col. Cameron, of the English
army, has completed the journey across
the continent from east to west, proving
that the Luaiaba river, having its course
in Lake Tanganvika, is a part of the
Congo. thus solving one of the last and
the greatest geographical problems of
that continent.

No marked and immediate commer-
cial advantages can be expected from
these discoveries. But that civiliza-
tion will gradually make the vast fertile
sections of the interior of Africa avail-

able for man'a highest development,
there can be no doubt. The lower val-

ley of tbe Nile was the home of the rich-

est, the most populous, and the most
powerful of the ancient nations, aa well
as the most learned and the most intel-

lectual. It was, in fact, the nation that
aught after ages science, and the arts of

civilised life as then understood, when
man first began "to replenish tha earth
and to subdue it." The valley of the
Nile may again become the home of a
rich, intellectual, and powerful nation.
But we now have also explored, and
wailing the advent of civilized man,
the great Valleys of the Zambezi, the
Orance, the Congo, and the Niger, por-

tions of which are exceedingly rich and
productive. Vast sections hack from
the coast are by no means unhealthy,
and the people inhabiting some of them
are not so debased and savage aa might
be excted from ignorant heathens.
Hence these latter explorations of Afri-

ca may have a higher significance and a
more commanding influence npon the
future progress of mankind than all that
has been done previously for that vast
continent.

And now comes a Russian explorer,
who, sailing eastward along the north-
ern shore of Europe, and penetrating a
sea hitherto supposed to be closed by
walla of impenetrable ice, explores the
Obi and the Yenesei rivers, in Northern
Asia, and finds them rich in grasses,
forests, and other articles for commercial
intercourse. The valleya of these great
rivers, he thinks, can be reached from
Europe by the route which he has
traversed.

These later researches seem to point
to the time, not distant in the futtii
when every portion of the habitable
globe will be known, and its climate, re
sources, and, in general, the means it
has to support a civilized and highly
cultivated people, will be well under-
stood. Certainly no fears need be in-
dulged, for ages to come, that the earth
will become overpnpulated. Proper in-

telligent culture would cane it to yield
food enough nd to spare for hundred?,
fwrhap thousands, of times as many
peonle as now live upon it.

Within the knowledge of men now
living, China and Japan have been open-
ed to commerce; Africa is now nearly
all explored; New Holland has been set-

tled; and all the earth is open, or soon
will hi to the energies and the appli-
ances of our modern civilization. The
railway, the telegraph and the steam-

ship all the product of the present cen-

tury will contribute to man's domin-
ion over the earth, and to hia intellect-
ual and moral development, as no
agencies in the pas) ever did. The rail-

ways will connect at the leading cities
of all continents; the steamer already
vexes every sea, and soon will navigate
all the great rivers and the lakes of the
earth; and the telegraph will soon em-

brace the entire world, and flash to all
lands each day's doings from age to age.
Evidently the world is on the eve of a
new, perhaps a startling, era in the his-

tory of the race .

Bad Listening.

Conversation is more frequently spoil-
ed and ruined by bad listening than by
bad talking. Two persons, or several,
may engage in the discussion of a sub
ject with which each is well acquainted,
and each may possess command of lan-

guage and fluency of diction, but if one
of them is an inattentive, uneasy or im-

patient listener, the conversation be-

comes confused or irregular, often irri-

tating, and either of itself breaks up al-

together, or is abandoned with a mutual
.nl t.f k- -- r n .n.,..

o
reneapf any interruption from without.
There at various classes of such offend-

ers, example. of each of which may not
seldom be met r ith in a single large par
ty. The least blvnable, and the., least
embarrassing, but oftetrSnfficiently so
to distract the best talkers, and to hin
der the process of discourse, are the
nervous and fidgety, wh6, althongh de
sirous and intending, give attention to
the subject upder treatment, are unable
to control physical restlessness while
others are speaking. This manifests it
self in various ways by wanderings of
the eyes, movements of the limbs, ar
rangements of the dress, taking up and
putting down books and other objects,
and often by very nngainly tricks prac
ticed by an astonishingly large number
of sensible, well educated, and other
wise well conducted people.
The presence of a single person of this
temperament in an audience is notor
iously sufficient to annoy and discom
pose even eminent public speakers, and
often spoils a speech or a sermon. It is
not to be wondered jt that, in he closer
communication of social intercourse, it
should prove very frequently the atum-- i
Ming block to conversation. Leisure
Hour.

"The London Spectator says: "You'll
Bememder Me" is the silliest song in the
language, and "Good by, Sweetheart,"
the second silliest. Either the Spectator
has never heard "Darling, I am Growing

or ita perception of silliness
partakes so largely of that quality as to
be valueless. Inter-Ocea-

A Chinaman at Truckee, California,
being detected tha other day in an at-

tempt to steal a piece of rubber hose,
waa kicked about forty yards by tha
irate owner, and after he bad thorough
ly exhausted himself and worn out the
seat of the Celestial's panUloons, John
calmly propounded the following ques-

tion: "You no likee lendnro?"

DISCOl'BAGl.XG II LSI X ESS.

The Thermometer Han In Detroit.
From tb Detroit Fnt Press.

He was a way-wor- n man from the
East, and he had thirty-seve- n thermom-
eter in a basket on his arm. After
standing on the street corner for two or
three hour without making a sale, he
started for the eastern part of the city,
hoping to do better among the private
house. He seemed lo gain confidence
from the cheerful look of the dwelling,
and he bore himself like a baker as he
ascended the steps and pulled a door-

bell.
"Nothing for the poor," said the lady,

as she opened the door.
"I'm not soliciting for the poor I am

selling thermometers," be replied in a
balmy voice.

"I know it; bnt we've got all the veg-

etable we can use," she called back, and
the door struck hia toes.

Going into the saloon on the corner
the man addressed the proprietor with a
sweet smile, asking:

"Woujd you like a thermometer to-

day?"
"By de bushel," inquired thesalonnist.
"No a thermometer a little instru-

ment for telling you when it is cold or
warm."

"Any music-bo- x in it?" inquired the
saloon 1st.

"No; it records the weather."
"What wedder?"
"Why, the weather we have every day

in the year. When it ia warm the little
bulb runs up; when it is cold it sikns
down."

"Lmph: hen it ish wsrm I duke,
my goat off; vhen it ish gold I but more
goal in der stimf. Go und sell Hat ti
nnie sell ma 1 boy as knows noddings!"

The thermometer man entered a car
and a bow-back- man

nodded kindly and cordially welcomed
him.

"Accurate thermometers for only twen
cents," said the peddler as In

held one up.
"New thing?" asked the weaver as he

look one in his hand.
"We have had thermometers' for nis

ny years, renpie nave come to consider
them a household necessity."

"Zero? Zero? Who wss Zen.?" ed

the weaver, reading the word behind
the glass.

The thermometer man explained, and
the weaver after Irving to get hi ihtinil
nail nnder the glass asked:

"Where doe the blame thing open?"
"Thermometer are not meant to open,

my friend," wa reply.
"Well, I don't want no thermometers

around me that won't open!" growled
the weaver. "I thought it wa a new
kind of Move-handl- e when yon came in,
or I shouldn't have looked at it!"

ine tnermometer man next tried a
dwelling-hous- e. In answer to his ring
the door wa instantly and swittly open
ed by a red-face- d woman, who hit him
with a club and cried out:
"""Til karn you, yon young villain!"

She apolugizetPand esplained that
several bad boys bad been ringing the
door bell, and he forgave her and said:

"1 have some accurals and handsome
thermometers here. Would you

"We never have hash for breakfast,"
she interrupted. "My husband detests
hash, so I don't want to bur."

Hash! A thermometer has nothing
to do with hash!" he exclaimed.

W ell, I can't help that," she replied,
slowly closing the door. "We haven't
any lamp to mend, and you shouldn't
track mud on the steps that way."

There was a portly man crossing the
street, and the thermometer man beckon-
ed to him, hailed him, and when he got
near enough asked:

"Can I sell you an accurate thermom-
eter

"A what?"
"A thermometer."
"What do I want with a thermome

ter!" exclaimed the portly man, raising
his voice a peg.

"Why, to note the weather."
"You blamed idiot 1 Do you suppose

I run the weather!" roared the fat man,
growing purple in tha face.

"But yon wan't to know when ita hot
or cold, don 'I you?"

'Am I such an old fool that I don't
know when it'a summer and when it's
winter?" shrieked the fat man.

'We all know, of course," replied the
stranger, "hut every respectable family
has a thermometer nowadays."

1 ney have, eh I I nave none, nor
I wouldn't have one, and do you dare
tell me that I ain't respectable!" scream
ed old portly.

"I didn't mean "

"Yef you did, and you're made me
miss the car, and I'll cane you I"

lhe thermometer man waded across
the muddy street and made hi escape,
and at dusk last night was backed up
against tha Soldiers' Monument, bis
basket between his feet, and was squint
ing sadly at the clock on tha City Hall
tower.

Lately a large number of counterfeit
nickels have been noticed in circulation
in Columbus, Ohio. Some of the bogus
coin were traced to a young son of Col
one! G. S. Innrs, Wsrden of the Pent
tenliary. Upon being interrogated the
child told that he had been furnished
the coin by certain prisoners to purchase
tobacco for them. This led to an in
vestigation, and it now turns out ths
the making of the "queer" haa been go
ing on in the Penitentiary under lhe
very eyes of lhe guards, without disco
ery. lhe mould, tor the coin were made
by prisoners, and the melal used waa
amalgam, used in plating harnea in the
harnessshnps. A sesrch turned up abou
one h und led powwds 01 tha amalgam
stowed away for fortoreiise. Tbeooun
ter frit coin ia a good imitation of the
genuine, the main difference being ia lh
upper part of the shield, which is barred
in the genuine and smooth in the spuri
ons.

Revivalist Hammond illustrates an
argument with a horseshoe magnet and
nails of various sires, from a tack lo
railroad spike. He liken the magnet
to Jesus. Th tack ty pi fie little chil
dren, and he chows how readily lh
cling lo tha magnet.. A simply
too, attache the shingle na'W ' 4nrrm
liken lot roiith. TV- -

a lougnuo A ire..) ...,u. , . ,
tab' In the life in tan Wild laud t.
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A FEMALE EX0CI1 AKDE5.

SheRefnrnsto Claim Ber Hasband
After an Absence of Forty Tears.
From the ProTideoee Press, December XT.

A case has recently transpired in
Newport which has given rise to no lit
tie gossip in circle where it ha be-

come known, being the return of the
lawfully wedded wife of a man, after an
absence of forty years, to assert her mar-
ital right. The story aa related ia in
ubs tance a follows: Some forty year

ago, (report says forty --two,) a young man
and a maiden in that city were united
to each other in the bonds of wedlock.
However smoothly the course of true
love may have been the act matrimo-
nial, it appears to have become stranee-l-y

ruffled quite sooo after; a brief per-
iod, report nays two or three day, tbe
blooming bride, the echo of her marriage
vows having earce died away, in a
clandestine manner, and for no known
cause lelt him whom she had vowed to
love and cherish, and fled to parts an
known. For two year nothing was
heard from or of ber, when all at once
she presented herself to the astonished
gaze of her deserted ba.band. The lat-

ter, it may readily be supposed, was not
overjoyed lo see her after such unac-

countable behavior on her part. He
gave her to understand that he was not
in readiness to resume marital relation
with her, when she retorted that he need
give himself no further uneasiness on
that score, as sha had obtained a divorce.
The husband replied that he waa re
joiced to learn that, as it had saved him
the trouble and expense of taking mean-ire- s

to procure a divorce on hi own ac-

count as he had intended to do. The
pair then drifted apart, she disappear-
ing again from thia region, while he re-

sumed the even tenor of hi way. Feel-
ing that he was freed from the bands of
matrimony, and not favoring a life of
"single blessedness," he sought out a
fair townawoman of his, wooed and won
her, and for the second time became a
married man. The second matrimonial
alliance waa attended with better result
than the first. Children were born to
them as the year rolled on, and being
industrioua and frugal, the pair acenm-nlate- d

a snug little property, and a few
year ago, being in infirm health, the
husband gave op active employment,
and has since been deriving as much
comfort as usually falls to the lot of a
man under such circumstance. He had
never heard from the woman he had
formerly called his wife since their last
interview, and believing himself entire-l- y

free from her, gave himself no furth
er uneasiness concerning her. Forty
years had elapsed since that time. What
was his astonishment when one day a
short time since a woman rang at hia
door bell, and on being admitted, intro-
duced herself to the household as tha

lie 1 is. bead. Here was a scene.
Wife No. 2 was aware of tbe previous
marriage, but believed it to have been
abrogated by a decree of divorce. The
husband, too, withstood her claim, ab- -

ducing, in support, her own story of a
divorce related forty years ago. She ad
mitted having thus informed him, but
claimed that it waa all a aham, that she
waa still his lawful wife, .and was still
here to claim her rights and privileges
under that bead. Thia is the status of
matters in this particular household at
the present writing. Where she has
kept herself all these years does not
readily appear, but it is quite apparent
to the parties concerned that she is here
now, and with a purpose..

Breakfast at Midnight.

The Bennington (Vt.) Banner has
this amusing story: "The family of one
of our industrious citizens was rather
earlier astir than the circumstance
would require one night last week.
When the clock was wound np, at 9 o'
clock in the evning, the spring was
tightened too much, and the time piece
stopped about an hour later, when the
the family retired. Friend C.'s mind
was unusually full of thought on the
morrow's business, and so the light of
moon, as it rays came through the thin
clouds without showing her fair face.
induced him to shout to the hired man
to arise and kindle a fire, thinking it was
near dav. The fire was soon burning
briskly; tbe family all astir; breakfast
on the table; repast over, all began to
wonder why more light did not come
over the earth. The wonder and aston-

ishment continued unabated for an hour
or more longer, and behold 'twas darker
than ever. The night being extremely
cold no one cared to go and arouse the
neighborood to ascertain the time, but
finally the 'host' thought it advisable to
do so. Neighbor was soon made to
answer the summons, and responded to
the interrogative by saying, 'Why, Sir,
it's only a little after midnight.' Friend
C. marched back to the house and his
family sooo waa in the 'arms of Morphe
us' again and continued until morning.'

Banking In Pompeii.

The Italian paper Perseveranza con
tains some remarks about the three hun-

dred writing tablets of a Pompeiian
banker found at Pompeii. It says that
in nearly all the little books, contain
ing three tablets each, the four inner
sides are covered with wax, on which a
fine small writing ia to be seen. They
contain agreements about loans, on
which a certain rate of interest is to be
paid. First, tho debtor acknowledge
to having received the money (the sum
being expressed in words), and promises
to pay it at a cer.ain date, with a sur-

plus of interest; secondly, they contain
the date, the name of the duumviri, the
town authorities, and two consuls. The
name of tbe witnesses are written un-

der this, and a seal is fastened to the two
tablets, on which tbe contract is written,
with a cord. Sometime the creditor
wrote a short extract of the contract on
the margin. The banker' nam is L.
Caiu Tucundus. His life-siz-e bronze
bust, which is one of the moat interest
ing at Pompeii, has also been recovered

More than seven millions of acres of
the public lands were seld, or otherwise
disposed of by the government, during
the year ending June 80th, 187S, and
over twenty-si- x millions ofacres survey
ed for sale. The estimate number of the
acres of the publie domain yet remain
ing unsurveyed, is placed at aomething
over eleven hundred and fifty-fou- r mil-
lions,

Ihe Force of Association.

It U something quite wonderful the
tenacity to which memory clings to the
deeds of vanished days. There is
somehow, a strange fascination in look-

ing back. The subtle charm of associa-
tion who has not felt it Who has not,
amid the rash and bustle of active life,

been caught up suddenly and borne
backward by some simple word or tone,
to the old sweet day a of nn troubled
calm in the beautiful realm of Long
Ago? It were no marvel that great ev-

ents, standing like milestones on life's
dusty highway, should make indelible
impression on the plastic mind; bat the
woi.der is that the little bubbles which
we scarcely notice as we pass, should,
throngs, the wonderful lens of years be
so magnified and immortalized. There
is a rare beneficence, too, in this power
of association; we get a great deal more
of sweetness out of life. It is often de-bal-

which is the most enjoyable the
anticipation of a pleasure, or ita realiza-
tion. I not the power of recall, mel-

lowed and hallowed by the lapse of time
more potent than either? We think so.
As the tiny ball of snow which, rolled
through yielding fields, at length becomes
a beautiful monument of crystal purity,
so human life ia continually gathering
new sweetness from the rolling years. It
is this power of accumulation that makes
some lives so rich and full so beauti-
fully rounded into perfection.

It is not that there are no unpleasant
associations in the past, but that they
are purified and made beautiful by the
light of departing years. Time, we
know ia a wonderful alchemist ; tbe
touches what to ns waannlovelv and dis-

agreeable, and, lo! the ugly layer are
peeled away, and we behold the sweet
shining of the hidden gem. It ia this
that gives the past its sanctifying sweet-

ness. Perhaps we never realize the per-fe- et

fulness of any present enjoyment;
but when the years have slipped between
and some chance thought brings back the
vanished voice and the tender touch, ah!
how the heart throbs, and tbe pulse
thrill in the sweet remembrance.

Perhaps there are none 'of us fully
conscious how closely we are enveloped
in this network of associations how tbe
past overlaps the present, reaching into
the long, uncertain future. We are
continually surprised by some new veins
of thought that strike into onr live
like the sweet refrain of some old, half
forgotten song. Who has not come some-

time in hi quiet reading npon some aid
familiar passage, and remembered, with
a sudden heart throb, somebody who
read it with him , and whose tender in-

tonation gave it a richer and deeper
meaning, in one of those dear, dead day
that haunt n so with that lingering
sweetness. How soie faint scent in the
summer air some sunsei dying in crim-

son splendor some soft moonlight lights
ing the winding river, or even the light
ripple of the languorous wind, will
bring back once more "the tender grace
of a day that is dead!" How some slight
snatch of simple song will bring back
again tbe voice that hath sung the songs
of the redeemed this many and many a
year. Ah, these beautiful souvenirs of
half forgotten days! these tender me-

mentoes of the loved of ' earth and
heaven! are they not richer and dearer
to ua than all the costly baubles which
pass current for them?

Going Away From Home.

Nothing hurts a boy more than to be
pushed out of a tender and loving home
circle at an early age. He must love
somewhere; and the chances are that-i-f

he be not loved, and allowed to love, at
home, he will not love too wisely away
from it. It is a natural thing for yonth
and age to love one another. Let us not
oppose nature. Encourage rather than
repress the manifestation of love in yonr
home. Win and deserve the confidence
of your children. Do not have child
of yours go outside of your home sanc
tuary to speak to strangers about his
dearest and most precious interests, be-

cause he fear that indiflrrence if not
rejection will meet hi desire to nn bosom
himself into the parental ear, and nestle
himself in the paternal heart.

Bio possible influence lion outside.
not the Sunday-schoo- l even, not the
church, can take the place of a boy's
own father, or of a girl's own mothe, at
the age when the boy and girl are ap-

proaching manhood and womanhood.
Too often they are deserted of their
parents just at this age. There are few
sights more beautiful than to see parents
standing by their children, in their
growing years, in warm, tender affection,
accompanied and exhibited by outward
manifestations of the same. Sunday-Scho- ol

Times.
A Good Story.

The following anecdote ia related of
Mr. Sheaf, a grocer of Portsmouib, N.
H.: It appears thst a man bad purchas
ed some wool of him, which had been
weighed and paid for. and Mr. Sheaf
had gone to the desk to get change for a
note. Happening to turn hi head while
there, he saw in a glass which hung so
as to reflect the shop, a stout arm reach
np and take from a shelf a heavy white
oak cheese. Instead of appearing sud
denly and rebuking him for the theft, as
another would and thereby losing the
enstomer for ever, tbe crsfty old gentle
man gave the thief his change as if
nothing had happened and then under
pretence of lifting hia bag to lay it on
his horse for him, took hold of it and
exclaimed:

"Why, bless me, I must have reckon
ed the weight wrong."

"Ob, no," said the other, "you may be
sure you have not, for I counted with
yon."

" V ell, well, we won't dispute the mat
ter. it is easily tried ," said M r. S. "There"
said he, ''I told you so I knew I waa
right I made a mistake nearty twenty
pounds; however, if yon don't want the
whole you needn't have it I'll take
part of it out."

"No, no," said the other, staying the
bands of Mr. T., on their way to tha
strings of the bag, "I guess I'll take the
whole;" and thi he did, paying for dis
honesty by receiving the skim milk
cheese at the rata of forty-fou- r cents a
pound, the price of wool.

Over liia porch of the Old South
Church at Boston is chiselled: "Behold!
I have set before you an open door,"
and under, on the door, ia painted la
emphatic letters, "Positively no admitt
ance." , ,

MISCELLANY.
WAKI5U CP THE WRO.NU MAX.

How a Party of Miners Frightened
a "Snowier."

Froo the Territorial Enterprise;

An evening cr two since some of the
employes of the 0diir Company found
an intoxicated man sleeping off bis ov-

er allowance of "tarantula juice" among
the shavings in one of the temporary
shops near the works. They had some
trnnble in getting the fellow aronsed.
and nacre in Irving to make him com
prehend where he was, or rather that he
was not in a place where he legitimately
belonged.

It was determined by the men who
found the boozy party that they would
igive mm such a irignt mat ne wumo
never again venture Within a mile of the
works. Therefore they fold their man

that 1 hey had notive orders to kill any
person found about the works after dark.
They said it was a thins they did ma
like to do, but the works had lately been
destroyed by lire and the Company were
not in humor to take inr more chances

their orders were imperative.
The man tried to beg off, saying that

he did not know how lie cuie into the
shed, and swearing by all that waa good
and bad he meant no barm, but all would
not do.

He was seized and daagged some d is
tance np the hill toward the Masonic
Cemetery, to a place in the open country
where five or six rifled cannon, belong-
ing to the Nevada Artillery, have been
stantiing since the day of the fire. Two
stout men then seized the trembling
"snoozer," and placing his head in front
of the muzzle sf one of the guns, told
him he had but three minutes to live, as
they were about to blow his head oft.

Again the maa begged for mercy say-

ing that he had only taken a drop too
much and got into the abed he knew not
how, but certainly without any evil in-

tentions.
Said a man who had taken his place

at the breech of the gun, and was taking
some matches from his vest pocket: "If
you have any word to leave for a wi'e,
and old father or mother, or any friend
or relative, yon sill do well to make
known your wishes."

"I reckon I hain't got airy wife, or old
father er mother, or anybody else as
cares a chaw of tobacker about me."

"Well, but have you ne dying wish,
no dying request?"

"Well, now yon talk. Vi'ontl make a
request?"

"You may, and be quick about it,
(lighting a match,) as when I apply thia
aiatch to the touch-hol- e of this gun, off

foes your head. You have a request to
maker '

"Stranger, I hev."
"Out with it, then. We can't fool with

yon all night when there may be other
fire-bu- prowling about the works."

"I kin hev my last request, then?"
"You can."

mwa't fpAftsh, eav au -

'No."
"Whatever I ax you'll "grant?"
'"Don't T say so? Lett hear your dy-

ing request, or dab goes a match into
this powder, and off goes your head!"

"Well, then, as I have your word as a
grntleman, my last and only desire is
that youlJ put me at the other end of
the gun before you stick that match in-

ter its touch-hole- ."

"Too thinl" cried all hands. "Good,
but too thin! You don't get off that
way !"

"Oh, ho!" said the snoozer, "von go
back on yer word, do yer? Yer don't
know who I am, I reckon You don't
know you've picked np Bill Slicer from
the Muddy Fork of the MoMican!" And
suddenly shaking himself free of the
hold of the men who held his arms, he
reached down into the top of his right
boot and brought out a revolver nearly
as large as a Gatling gun.

"Oh, ho!" cocking the formidable
shooting iron, "go back on your word?
Go back on my dyin' request? Now I

know the kind of men I've got to deal
with infernal. liars and murderer!"

Half thia speech had not been conclud-
ed indeed, the pistol had hardly click
ed before there was a wild scattering of
the little party of practical jnk-rs- .

They ran behind the groups ofcannon,
bounded over the cemetery fence toward
the shelter ot the tombstones, and in
short rolled and tumbled in all direc-
tions. '

"Oh, ho!" criod Old Bill, "why don't
yer stand by yer gun?. Come out of your

nlaal Ymi va ffnl a hiam. 'i k tin. I

hev, bat J' geA-th- S most shots, and I'll
give yer a fair tight and die game! Wall,
here's some for you at random!" and
Old Bill let off a couple of shots among
the eannon and tombstones.

The jokers were mighty glad when
their old snoozer ceased to rage about
the spot and took his way, mutteringly,
toward the distant lights of the town.

Teaching Children Courage.

Courage is a vital element of christian
chivalry. Without it,, indeed, neither
truth nor fidelity to promise can be hop
ed Tor. The coward is sure to lie when
truth means punishment, and sure to re-

treat from his engagements when they
involve peril. We need valiant souls
that have learned to endure and scorn
pain, and to iace danger fearlessly and
promptly when duty requires. Rome
parents evade this vital part of training
by glosses and deception. A mother
who has taken her boy to the dentist's to
get a tooth out, will often say, if he is
shrinking, "Sit still, my bov, it won't
hurt vou." Now she knows it will hurt
him, but thinas if she can only get him
by this device to sit still and let the
dentist get hold of the tooth, then his
discovery of the pain will not hinder its
extraction. This is a double mistake.
It destroys her boy's confidence in her;
for he detects her in a lie. And though
it get the boy this time, to sit still, it is
under the delusion that there is to be no
pain, whereas he should be taught to
face the pain and to scorn it. This
makes the difference between the cow-

ards and heroes. A regiment of pol-

troons coild march up to a battery as
cheerfully as a regiment of heroes, if
they Ui 01 ht there was no enemy at tha
guns. Tl dinerence ta uiac neroes
know the I anger and yet face it valiant- -
ly.

Delmoi I co is to have the main rea--

taurant ai Sthe Centennial.

time to the ticking of the old clock in
the corner.

Mrs. Stanhope had been failing slow-

ly for years. Her life had faded aa the
day fades; 7011 scarcel can' tell that the
light ia going out, but the first you know

it is gone. It waa so with her. The"
light was almost g ne out, now. It only
flickered for a moment; then there would
be darkness.

"Marcia," she said faintly.
"Well, Mother?" -

"There is something I want to tell you.
I ouitht to have told yon long ago. Dick
(ire-h- a in left a letter for yon when he

went away.. I read i, and hid it in the
old clock. It i there ytt. When I am
gone, fin. I it and read it. But not till
then. Marcia." She looked np pleading-
ly into Marcia's face.

"Xo, not till then," Marcia promised,
with a stranue-fevlin- g of expectancy, re

gret and anger at heart. What di 1 that
hidiler. letter have to say? Perhaps
and then she tr'uri to put all thought of
it out of her head until the time came
fur ber to know what Dick had to say.

But she could not do that.
Mrs. Stanhope said she

wanted to 'o to sleep. Marcia arranged
her pillows, and the sick woman closed

Uer eyes wearily.
Fhe slept long and well, for Bhe never

woke again.
; The funeral was over. And then came

that a win I sense of desolation Voieh
follows "after the burial." 'Whoever has
passed this experience of life
Can never forget t lie dreary loneso meness,

the solemn silence that i about the
house. The world seems to have stopped
far a little time.

Tick, tickl the old clock kept repeat
ing thai nigkt, and Marcia went to it to
solve the aajatery it held. She took the
old door, and removed tha ciirioudy-carve- d

front. In the bottom covered

with the dust of fifteen years, she found

the letter she had never known of for so
long. '

She read it throueh with a curious
blending of pleasure to know that Dick

had loved her, and bitter regret for what
she had lost. If she had only known
then! Kow her life must ito on as it had
gone so long, but sha should have it to

think of that he had loved her!
She laid her head down against the

old clock and cried softly. His love
wonld have been so sweet. It would

have made life so pleasant. Uut it was

lost. It had been lost for fifteen years.
There was a knock at the door. She

T got v.dryingf her eyes hastily, and went
to admit her visitor, hardly conscious of
what she. was doing, but acting more
from force of habit than anything else.

A man stood on the threshold.
"Marcia," he said, and held out his

hand.-- "You don't tnow me, I guess. I
am Dick Gresham. I came back to-d-

I heard of your mother's death, and I
knew you'd be lonesome, and I thought
perhaps you'd be clad to see an old
friend, so I made bold to come."

"Oh, Dick, Dick!" she cried, and then
broke down in true woman fashion. "I
wonder what sent you here I
have just found the letter you wrote and
left for me before you went away. I
never knew there had been one until
three days ago. You can't blame me for
not writing, as you asked me to, Dick,'
and then the face of this woman, whose
years were thirty-fiv- e, and out of whose
heart you would have supposed all girl
ish romance had fled, grew suddenly hot
with sweet shame to think of what her
words meant.

"God3ut me, I guess," he said, with
a great gladness in his face, and he
caught her to his heart, and kissed her.
"I was sura yon loved me, Marcia, hut
the letter I looked for never came, and I
thought your mother had got yon to
thinking as she did. So I gave np hop-

ing for that which I took it for granted
I had lost, and I stayed away because
there waa nothing to draw me back here.
A month ago I got it into my head that
I wanted to sea Hilhnry again, and I

came back. They told me that you were
Marcia Stanhope yet, and I think that
et me to hoping a little. You see it a

hard to give np hoping, in the first j1 ice,
and it don't take much to set a man to
hoping again, after he thinks he's given
it up, for he ean't forget."

And so, after fifteen years, the old
clock gave its secret up, and two hearts
came together to never be parted more.

A Model Farm Gate.

father spent one whole summer
on a fara.-(rat- e which was a model of its
kind. TSf them wonld have taken
up a small faSu. It wag one of the most
perfect things to climb over that you
ever saw. it wjaitrgive e.Oioy ment to
two men to open it. A small engine
would work it easily. I suggested to
the old gentleman an improvement by
placing the boards wider apart, so it
would be handier to crawl through. He
suggested an improvement in my man
ners with a shingle. It was nearly, as
good as a pair of slipbars. It was so
hard to open that I always went to one
side and climbed the fence. He finally
remodlled it and fixed it so he could
drive through it without getting out by
letting the tongue of the wagon strike
it and knock it down; but he had to get
out when through and set it up again.
He afterward remodeled it into stove-woo-

' -- - f

Condensed Beer.

Mr. Lock wood describes, in the Jour-
nal of the Society of Arts, his patent
solid or condensed beer. ' Beer ia taken
at its best condition, its alcohol is sepa-

rated and saved by a method of gentle,
distillation in vacuo and the residue is
condensed in a vacuum pan, like milk.
When finished it is enclosed in hermeti-
cally sealed packages, the alcohol first
being added to it again, and acting as a
preservative. The fermentation which
was present in the beer when it was ta-

ken is suspended by the heating, and
the condensed beer remains sound in this
condition, apparently for any length of
time, as some exists that has now been
kept for nearly two years. When re
made by adding water, it is not wort,

but real beer, having all its flavor and

alcoholic strength, and lacking only
effervescence, which can be quickly im

parted by reviving the suspended fer-

mentation for a short time in order to
develop sufficient carbonic acid gas to

give it the required briskness; or it is
fit to drink immediately, if charged

with earbonio aoid gas, like aerated wa-

ter, ' 'i i j.
-

So she got ready and went.
While she waa gone, Dick Gresham

! came to see her. Mrs. Stanhope met him
coldly, but politely.

He inquired for Marcia.
"She has gone out to ride with Mr.

Godfrey Marsh," Mra.SUnhope answer-
ed, with an inward chuckle at the dis-

comfited look an Dick face.
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"I am verysorry," He said. 1 wanted
to see her very much. I am going away
thifr-rrenin- and I do not know how

JoDg I shall be gone, nor how far I shall
Wo. I wanted to say something to her
iefore I went." Dick knew that Mrs.
fltanhope hated him. He felt it. But
jje was frank and honest with her.
I ut l -- V- :m I I 1. l

for my own collection. Notwithstand
ing my heath-covere- d hill and t!.e hardy
fuschiaa with great crimson bells, which
root all through the valley, the Doctor,
who is an enthmdastic botanist, says this
is the most barren land he ever was in
for indigenous flora. It is a comfort
that exotic thrive here. There isn't
such a Bengal rose. Til warrant, in any
hothouse in America a the one that
twines from the front of our tent over to
the hig'Encalyptns, and is now full of
of buds, ready to burst into waxen beau
ty. I have purple and scarlet passion
vine in full flower now clambering all
over the porch and running along the
edge of the tent. .Another year and I'll
have thi tropical with leafy and floral
beautv.

THE BL'ZZ-SAV-

An Interview With a Han nho Has
Been There.

Cincinnati Enquirer.

A day or two since Mr. Anson Brown-

ing, a man employed in a West End
planing-mill- , had a controversy with a
buzz-saw- , with the usual result. The
buzz-sa- is still on duty, but Mr. Brown-

ing is resting. Perhaps there never ha
been a useful mechanical invention that
has had more niisnnderstandinga with
it employer than the buzz-saw- . It isa
quiet unpretending piece of machinery,
mideont of old steel, warmed over, and
is cut in a circular form, with a very
ragged edge on the outer rim, occasion-

ed by the removal of little angular bits
of steel at regular distances, which
leaves little projections like teeth. The
buzz-sa- is rigged on an axle, and when

it moves in its proper sphere it generally
revolves.

Hearing of Mr. Browning's misfor
tune, and thiii'irmg --thtuseful experi-

ence beneficial to a large class cf-tf-?

community interested in buzz-saw- might
be gleaned from a man of experiene,
our interviewer called on the gentleman
for the purpose of learning his opinion
of buzz-saw-

THE INTERVIEW.

"Mr. Browning, you were bnzz-nawe- d,

I believe, the other day?" said the in
terviewer, after making known hia mis-

sion.
"I was!" (Veryemphatir. Holds up

a large bunch of white rag at the end of
hia arm).

"Did it hurt yon much?"
"Two fingers and a thumb."
"You have got them tied np?"
"No; I have got the place where they

were tied up?"
"Then they are off?"
"Yes, a good ways off."
"How did it happen?"
"I pushed my hand against the saw

while running a narrow strip through."
"Did you keep it there very long?"
"No."
"Did you take it right away?"
"Yes."
"Did you take it all away?"
"All but two finger and a thumb."
"What did you do with them?"
"I left them on the other aide of the

aw!"
"Did you ray anything at the time?''
"I did, but it won't do to publish."
"Do you think the buzz-sa- was to

blame?"
"Chiefly."
"How did it feel ?"
"A good deal like shaking hands with

a streak of lightning."
"Did the buzz-sa- w say anything?"
"It said 'Zip?' and then buzzed on."
"Do you think you would put your

hand there if you had it to do over?"
"Hardly!"
"Don't yon think it would be a good

thing if a buzz-sa- could be invented
that would saw without moving?"

"Undoubtedly!"
"Do you know anything more about a

buzz-sa- w that anybody else ought to do?"
"Yes!"
"What?"
"Don't you ever get within a mile of a

buzz-sa- when it is in motion!"
"Whv?"
"Your curiosity might get the better

of your judgment, and you would be
tempted to experiment until your fingers
were all left where mine are. Good
a fternoon !"

Our reporter immediately came away.
full of pity for those who toil with the
perilous buzz-sa-

Fretting.

One fretter can destroy the peace of a
family, can disturb the harmony of a
neighborhood, can unsjttle the councils
of cities and hinder tha Iegialatioa of na
t ions. II who frets is never the one
who mends, who heals, who repair evil
more, he discourages, enfeeble, and too
often disables those around him, who,
but foe the gloom and depression of hi
company, would do goo I work and aeep
up good cheer. The effect upon a sensi
tive person of the mere neighborhood of
a fretter is indescribable. It is to the
soul whst a cold, icy mist is to the body

more chilling than the bitterest storm
And when the fretter is one who is be.

loved, whose nearness of relation lo us
makes hi fretting seem a personal re
proach, then the misery of it become
indeed insupportable. Most men call
fretting a minor fault, a foible, and sola
vice. There is no vice except drunken
nose which can to utterly destroy tbe
peace, the rtrpines.nf b"-- -

- A can ft mmJ "ru p 11 c wus vw Mvn
irs. Stanhope said. "I think Mr. Marsh

i'xpectc to stop to tea. From that, I in-f-

that they will be gone most of theaf-l"rnoo- n.'

'' "Yes, quite likely," answered Dick,
Jabsently. "I shall iRt see her, then, but

I might write what I wanted to say, and

Jm '''en,'Y", mil An that," the said;
"yon will find pen and oaDer in the sec- -

reUry there."
"It a tha best I can do," thought Dick.

"J'' ''Th rather have said it; wut) If I
waat III have to do the next

nbest thing."
; wrote down what he came to say
to Marcia Stanhope, and sealed it in an
envelope, upon which he wrote her name.

"If yon will give it to her," he said,
laying it down upon the table by Mrs.
Stanhope, "you will be doing me a favor.
I bad rather not tell you what I have
written, though perhaps yon have a

riht to know. Marcia may tell vou."
Then he said good-by- e and went away.
"I have a right to know, according to

hia own admission," Mr. Stanhope said.
and tore away tho envelope. She read

hia letter through carefully.
"I think fate is playing into my hands,"

she eaid grimly. "It will be quite a long

time before yonr letter ia answered, if I
am not mistaken, Dick Gresham."
- Sha went to the old clock in the corner,
opened it, and dropped the letter down

into its mysterious depths.
"There!" she said, shutting the door

upon its secret, "that is disposed of safe-

ly, I think."
The next morning sha spoke up sud-

denly to Marcia, aathey Were at work in
he kitchen together:

"Dick Grei-ha- was here yesterday to
se vou. He said he waa going away last
night, and didn't know how far he was

going, nor how long he shoold be cone.

He has joined the engineering-part- y go-

ing from Hilbury to the West. He told

me to tell yon gmd-by- e for him.'..
"That was all?" Marcia said itshsrp- -

lv as if the words coat her a great eflort.
' Her face was very pale,
t V that was all." answered Mrs.

Stanhope, busy with the milk-pan-

"He never cared forme, I'm sure,'

Marcia whimpered to her pillow that
eight, and then cried herself to sleep.

It was a pleasant afternoon in October
when Mrs. Stanhope died. The aky was

full of dreamy vagiienesa-- a haze through
which the sunshine filtered goldenly,
and hid tha mountains far off; and made
the hills near by seam like tha hills of
soma ghostly land. Tha leaves of tb

model room of th Paten I Offio.. V7. V "
. s. PeiirIii!it haa since remained, the ns, Imule) Vu.;
till to it being never aliiily, and lycucori li ,

recently. It is - they are s uC t! j

to hava thi- - scrouiious poisons.
It is an excellent restorer of beat.!

and strength in the Spring. By renew,
in" the apatite ami Mnr of the Ui rilive organs, it dissipates the deprew

r 11., f?; "u iisucas ismjuor 01 tii
Even where no disorder a
feel better, ami live longer,,'"
the blood. The syate."
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